



“Yoo'u aueadi iz 

DON'T WftSTE YOUR LIFE iN School 
/oU COULD GO 6ACk ANY If ME 
AND i wanna see YOU on Tour" 
-&\klNl KU-\- 


hlzuj 'ink, 

a vast all-you-can-eat buffet of human misery: I am on the highest 
point of the roof on an old factory recently turned into artists lofts, 
and as of late mutated into hipster dorms, perched on the pinnacle of a 
tarred and graffiti 'd chimney, which probably hasn’t spewed smoke 
since the turn of the century. The history books and college professors 
say that Victorian England in the terrible twos of the Industrial 
Revolution was the most vile, stinking era in the history of mankind. 
It’s hard to believe though, looking out over post-industrial Brooklyn, 
tangled with power lines, smog and fiberglass filling air so dirty that 
when biking around you can always count on a mouth and eyeful of 
particulate matter. It reminds me of a scene in The Simpsons when 
the family visits New York and driving out of the city, Bart and Lisa 
nag, "can we come back to New York soon, Dad? Can we, can 
we?" Homer is flying down the New Jersey Turnpike, biological 
waste bags and needles coming through the broken window shield 
and sloshing against his face, and he cringes, saying "We'll see kids. 
We’ll see." No one will ever know the chemical makeup of the air, 
because the EPA will never follow through on an investigation. Do 
we even REALLY want to know? It is probably the remnants of 9/11, 
lingering like a stale fart four years later, carcinogens slowly filling 
the average New Yorkers already overstressed immune system. I 
imagine most would adopt a "don't ask don't tell" policy on wanting to 
know the irreparable damage being done to their health for 
stoically continuing to reside in the most 
celebrated/devastated metropolis on earth. 
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The city is toxic, and I can feel it seeping in through my pores, from 
the smell of wet spray paint in the hallways upstairs where the drunk 
thugs are giggling, scrawling their names outside on the landing of 
their loft, to the tap water that tastes like lightly chlorinated feces. 
Sashas basement loft has a musty black mold smell to it, and she pays 
three hundred dollars a month to live in a windowless, door less room 
that I would rate below most decently kept squats. At three AM, 
climbing down the rusty ladder from the roof, I jump down to the floor 
and hear a crunching sound under my feet. I look down to see that the 
concrete floor is covered with Chex Mix and then up, to see the smoke 
stained, cream-colored walls are saturated with ugly graffiti. Yep, 
new york, this is the life. 

I ride the lofts loaner bike, a neon orange, steel-built tank of a 
Huffy down to Bedford Avenue,, the heart of Williamsburg, a beating 
tumor of cool cancerously spreading outward into the tragically uncool 
lower-income neighborhoods surrounding it. I order coffee and stand 
in line alongside my contemporaries, a plethora of disaffected and 
attractive twenty-somethings. 1 realize in a moment of both clarity 
and abject horror how well I fit the mold. I’m exactly the person who 
should be sitting here outside, writing in his journal, alone. It's as if 
all the crappy Hollywood movies got bohemia right; we really do sit 
around all day looking cool, drinking coffee, feverishly scrawling in 
notebooks. How embarrassing. It is best emoted with Poly Stirene’s 
prophetic and farseeing punk declaration in the seventies, “I am a 
cliche!”. 

New York scares me because it is post-identity, all identities and 
subcultures so overly stereotyped through books and television that 
its hard to exist without feeling the mosquito-like nagging of years of 
ingrained media in the back of your mind, reminding you that the 
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coffee shop you're at is very similar to the one in Friends, or that yes. 
Times Square is where you can find Carson Daly in the windows of 
the MTV studio on any given weekday. So, in lackadaisical 
resistance, I underdress, ride an uncool bike, and refuse to 
engage friends or strangers in any conversation about their rent or 
public transportation route. 

The WOrSt part about the Brooklyn colonization is that 
the thousand dollars lofts on Bedford Avenue offer no beautiful 
mountain view, no tangible benefit worth paying that amount of 
money to be contained. They offer close proximity to six blocks of 
overpriced businesses, to a marked up wasteland of shitty boutiques. 
At bare bones, Bedford avenue facilitates the movement of the same 
goods and services marketed and sold throughout the rest of 
homogenized America, but in Williamsburg the commodity is 
marketed to a slightly more discretionary and image-conscious 
population. The indoor mall where I buy my iced coffee isn't the 
dusty, quiet mausoleum where old people go to die like the one back 
home in North Carolina. It has no TJ Max or Burlington Coat 
Factory. It does have a coffee shop, a bookstore, and a very hip 
audiovisual repair center, much cooler than the strip mall 
RadioShacks propagating in the humid basins of suburban North 
Carolina . But the depressing realization is that I’m still in an indoor 
mall, and I’m still purchasing the same products. Essentially, I’m 
paying more to be surrounded by what I imagine to be my ideological 
ilk, instead of overweight middle-aged men with NC State sweatshirts 
on. So goes the ennui of left-wing consumerism. 
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Parts of Brooklyn feel like you could have everything in common with 
people on the streets but most likely you have nothing in common 

th y , ,' Ve d ® Ius, ° ns of commonality are vanquished when I walk into 
the independent hardware store, and approach the guy at the counter 

who happens to be sporting a Misfits t-shirt. Williamsburg I 

maintain, is one of the only places in America where you can 
"ind a person on shift at the hardware store wearing a Misfits t-sh,rt. 
,Hey I say, giving him the punk nod and continuing 

HuffvS' ,° W an adjustable wrench to fix the bike seat on this 
Huffy? , motioning towards the ballbuster seat I had been riding He 
glances at my bike, and then looks at me vacuously, without th e S 
vaguest recognition or acknowledgement of my humanity. 

then cold Ivf 311 ° U ,! t0 ° 1S T in the St0re " he ™ uths robotically, 
hen coldly turns his gaze to the next customer in line 

', ™ P my head ’ ,0 ? kin 8 dow " at the floor, and walk the bike outside 

"H e rw A TH TT^° n K nt ° 3 We "- dreSSed gUy With a roohawk. ’ 

eyelmer ' he h,sses ’ g |ann g al me from behind thick black 

1 mutt c r , staggenng onto the bike, and taking off down the 
«,remmdedof ? e what I once thought was a cheesy t shirt 
butnow shines with indisputable clarity: different, just like everybody 






of my friends that live in cool places that could be 
ostensibly deemed "hip", Sasha hates the hipsters with what 
I psychoanalyze to be a degree of self-loathing. Despite best 
intentions to make people's lives better, the cold reality is that living 
somewhere cool means moving to an economically depressed urban 
area and inadvertently displacing poor residents to gain access to 
cheap rent, and later, once thoroughly colonized, good vegan food. 
This is a hard truth to swallow, and one way of coping is to 
distinguish yourself from all the other cool-looking white kids that 
moved into the neighborhood. This can be done with cultivating 
appropriate activist credibility, or more rapidly, by taking on a faux- 
proletariat identity, growing a mustache and listening to Ted Nugent. 
Sasha and I’s conversations about what to do with our time inevitably 
return to trying to avoid doing "hipster" things, using hipster as an all- 
purpose McCarthyist flypaper, without concrete definition, for the 
people that we apparently want to distance ourselves from. It's like 
poison slithering off a serpent's tongue. Hipsssssssssssssster. 7he 
indefensible accusation, dehumanizing it’s target into an 
easily detestable, soulless vessel with a nice haircut or a new pair of 
shoes. The judgment is not altogether unwarranted, having witnessed 
the seething vapidity of many good looking people in New York City 
firsthand. But on the other hand, having been at times wrongly 
accused of this unutterable word, I can empathize that, as true as the 
declaration may be, most people are not simple enough to be boiled 
down to a seven letter accusation. Some folks I know with the most 
expensive jeans and biggest record collections come from the poorest 
families. Alternately, some of the dirtiest kids who ride freight trains 
and ask for spare-change were bom into aristocracy. 
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Postmodernity is terrible. Sasha and I 

taxonomically classify everybody we know, making an 
extensive branch chart of the increasingly subdivided and 
complexified meiosis of punk identities. Over coffee we compare 
notes, much to the confusion of the quiet Latino couple unfortunate 
enough to be eating beside us. 

’’Would you say she's a folk-punk?" 

"I don't know. It’s weird. She mostly hangs out with the travel-punk 
kids and sets up hardcore shows." 

Here we are, hyphenating and categorizing away, slouching towards 
cliquishness. Have all the mass movements been replaced by 
individualism? Are we myspacing together our mish mash of 
identities? And what ever happened to the punk nod? That brief 
vanishing sociological phenomenon that now only exists in rural 
Tennessee like a subcultural Basque, when two young deviants pass 
each other on a dusty road, wearing their older brother's Dead 
Kennedys t-shirts. I think of the third wave and shudder to myself, 
picturing a plastic Britney Spears staring straight into the camera, 
flashing her pearly whites saying, 

"Yes, I'm a feminist". 


JtVi JjumJc 


at four in the afternoon, sitting on the curb outside 
an art opening in Soho, surrounded by hundreds of other people 
who've swarmed out of nowhere to pretend they are looking at art, but 
are obviously here, like me, to get as drunk as possible at no cost. IVe 
seen the greatest minds of my generation, stark, raving, mad, slaving 
through sweaty Aderol-fueled nights to fill art galleries 
with paintings on such poignant social issues as the theme of tonight's 
opening: "Drunk vs. Stoned". I put away my judgment and try to 
appreciate it ironically and with an apropos early nineties sense 
of detachment. I side with the drunk, stumbling past a meticulously 
stacked kitsch beer can pyramid, saddling up to the bar demanding 
double shots of whiskey from the bartenders who are dressed like 
cowboys. There is an old time band playing in the comer unhinging 
me, making me feel like I’m at First Friday on Lexington Avenue in 
Asheville. Hey, there’s some people over there that live in shacks in 
the woods. Hey, I know that hippie playing didgendoo. The band is 
completely out of place in New York City, but the trend seems to be 
that the more urban you are, the greater the need to 
outwardly display some kind of nebulous folk heritage. I tap my foot 
listening for a while, then walk through the gallery past the stoned 
encampment, bunkered down taking bong hits behind a projector 
flashing super 8 movies onto a freshly painted white wall. An hour 
earlier, the entire gallery was empty and I was awkwardly milling 
around waiting for something to happen, when I overheard a pow 
wow amongst the cowboy bartending staff. The head cowboy, 
a bushy faux-redneck mustached commando, was outlining the game 
plan. 



” Now, boys. What we want to do tonight is get everyone as DRUNK 
AS WE CAN. Can you HANDLE that, guys?” 

He said, summing up exactly how drunk he wanted everyone to 
be to the others with his hands, like a peewee football coach for art 
school kids,. They all nodded their heads in solemn agreement that 
Yes, that would be tonight's goal. I stood rapt in the 
comer, fascinated to find out that he wanted the same thing as I did, 
effectively eliminating all false pretense I felt like I had to put on that I 
was there to look at their work, and I had the OK to pull out my beer 
bong. Unfortunately I had left it at home on this particular evening, 
so I sat outside on the curb on the phone with my friend, laughing at 
all the overdressed people approaching the door, tugging at the handle, 
and then turning to me and looking vulnerable for a second, something 
you don’t see much among New Yorkers, and asking, 

"Hey... how do you open this thing?" 

One by one I looked them straight in the eye and said, "You 
PUSH" demonstrating on the imaginary door in front of me. One red- 
' nosed older man, already drunk, cackles at his buffoonery, guffawing 
"Hyuhh, it's like a far side comic!" 

I smile at their ineptitude and resume plotting a democratic coup with 
Patrick on the cell phone. 

In New York City, you can drink for free any night of the week, 
entire mailing lists devoted to uncovering the well- 
stocked art galleries and open bars that let you wet your nose from 1 1- 
1 AM every night, in naive hope that you'll be wasted enough 
after three hours to start shelling out five dollars a beer when they cut 
off your free drinks. Other subverts clued into the circuit are there, 
creating a hodgepodge of sketchballs lured by the social flypaper of 
the prospects of free firewater. The whole concept of a bar is pretty 



disgusting under everyday circumstances, a recipe for creepdom 
really. Gather as many women as possible at a watering hole, and just 
wait for the Neanderthals downwind in the concrete jungle to catch 
their scent, and swarm to perform a bizarre mating ritual where 
they carelessly sling money about in desperate hopes that they won’t 
have to go home and sleep alone. I’m watching from the sidelines 
drinking a free beer, like a ghost, a non-participating participant 
subjecting myself to these nightly bouts of alienation. 

I passed out on the carpet of a sweltering apartment in 
Park Slope, during a dinner party, spooning a three-legged dog. All 
the food was gone by the time we amved, still reeling, giggling drunk, 
but hiding it to not have to confront the sobering glares of the stone- 
faced party guests. I missed the after party game of Scattegories, 
which somehow the attendees manage to play for a while before 
giving in to the infernal ninety five degree heat and joining the 
steadily growing trail of victims passed out and tracked across the 
carpet. The girl who the party is for is moving to Amsterdam, and is 
having mood swings, scowling at friends one moment, then crying and 
gripping them the next, saying her goodbyes for six months as she 
embarks on the quintessential college experience of "study abroad". 
She will probably come back with anecdotes of bad 
museums, marijuana- fueled debauchery and sexual exploits, before 
returning to school as if returning from a long, hazy vacation. Maybe 
she will bubble excitedly, inspired by the great underground culture 
brewing European Union, starry-eyed from seeing too many squats, 
before settling back into the silt of rent-paying, ass-busting American 
Life. The parties aren't as crazy here, and no, there's not so many 
poss-i-bili-tieees, but it's home, and everyone speaks your language, 
both verbally and subculturally. The people at the crappy parties will 
laugh loudly, completely understanding the idiosyncracies of your 
jokes and funny traveling anecdotes because, really, they are tailor 
made for their ears. 


, transferring 



; trains at three AM at an 
elevated subway station somewhere in bombed out east Brooklyn. I 
look out through the weathered iron bars to an endless sea of 
streetlights and battered low lying buildings. Gabriel is looking sleazy 
in a blue mesh tank top and tight running shorts, laid out across three 
seats on the empty train when the familiar electronic voice of the 
ghostly train operator announces our stop.. Peeling himself off of the 
seats, he is accosted in the doorway of the train by a caricature of a 
New York City cop, all beer-bellied and red-nosed, who had spotted 
him laying down. 

"Come with me. We have quality of life laws here." he 
mumbled gruffly. 

"Aw man, you gotta be kidding me! i'm not even from here!", 
protested Gabriel, in complete disbelief. The cop ushered 
him over into a comer and the rest of us stood a couple of feet away, 
anxiously wringing our hands over what to do. Gabriel quieted down 
after a while, cowed into submission by the cop's bullish presence and 
his repeated threats of arrest. I realize, goaded on by the trace 
amounts of alcohol still circulating in my bloodstream (note: it is a 
fallacy to deny the revolutionary potential of alcohol in overcoming 
the first tenuous steps of refusing authority, see: the revolutionary war 
and college football games.) that no matter what we did the cop was 
going to meet his quota. So I took aim and fired a string of taunts at 
the incredulous officer. This downed a power line somewhere and 
triggered a temporary brownout of his authority, reinvigorating 


Gabriel, and inciting the rest of the gang to let loose. It reminded me 
of how on Piedmonster tour in Tacoma, we rode bikes fourteen strong 
home from the zoo at three AM. Myself and a Tacoma local 
recognized our unused kinetic energy and rallied a battle cry to mob 
up into Safeway. Undaunted by the murmurs of uncertainty from our 
friends, we charged forward on our bikes, through the sliding glass 
doors, and looked back to find, to our amazement, a stream of bicycles 
plopping onto the supermarket linoleum behind us. Now, I’m not just 
tooting my own horn here. The lesson is that most fears are 
unwarranted and illusory. You find this out pretty quick when you’re 
riding your bike around a supermarket at three AM, liberating 
Mountain Dews and wreaking havoc. Fear can spread among your 
friends like scabies. All it takes is one mite of hesitation, one 
burrowing cautionary thought of “maybe we shouldn’t do this?” Next 
thing you know everyone’s infected and you’re staying home taking 
lice baths and watching the O.C. Like the poster says, “Attitude is 
contagious. Is YOURS worth catching?” 





24: Megalopolis into Necropolis 


One of the plainest lessons of biology is that unc °™° 11 ^ J* pre mature 8 death 
leads to malfunction through Mongolism or gi anusm, o ® downfall of } 
I through tumors and cancers. Patrick Geddes s ... . chapter Four of * 

I cities through over-population and congcsUon as descr bed ^ C* P ^ 

1 The Culture of Cities.’ has been confirmed by rece ^ * the intcnse and 

Hail’s. Though the crowds on Fifth Avenue bear wunw ions parasit - 

varied life that the great city offers, *• vice*! P*™” . P p^J^polis 
isms, and lapses of function increase duproport onatdy. ^d disor ders. and 
turns into Pathoiopolis, the city of mental moral aud bodily 
finally terminates in Necropolis, the City of the Pea . 



Pat and I are curled up under blankets in the back of the truck, 
warmed by the engine motor purring against our chests. Harrison had 
disappeared from the truck in the early morning, whisked away on a 
hastily planned pilled-out odyssey to Montreal. Three hours later, we 
pull into Brattleboro, Vermont, bright early morning sun reflecting in 
our bloodshot red eyes. We park along the quaint street where, a day 
before, Pat and Nate had lived in a decrepit one bedroom apartment 
called the Crack Home, a flophouse for a large number of 
Brattleboro's deviants, miscreant punks, and young buck drug dealers. 
Eviction day had come and gone with celebratory 1 1 AM drinking, 
and now there seemed to be a higher concentration of 
deranged youth milling about downtown, looking grisly in the 
glaring morning sun. Day one of homelessness for Pat and Nate, but 
for me, I’m just on vacation, just another town where I don't have a 
place to stay. It seems to be a recurring theme as I trudge my way 
from place to place, each one looking more similar. Like a record 
skipping,* locked into the groove playing that good song of coffee 
shop, library, drinking spot over and over again, until the song starts to 
lose its luster. Polar magnets draw us towards the stoop at the center of 
town. Hour one and we're smoking cigarettes, watching time ooze by 
like molasses sitting near catatonic with exhaustion on the steps. I 
suggest we walk up the hill to partake in the continental breakfast at 
the Econolodge. We creep in the front door, looking scruffy, but 
meekly trying to put on the airs of a paying hotel customer or at least 
the type of delinquents a hotel clerk would take pity on. The clerk 
comes over while I am hunched over my bagel and coffee and asks 
what room we're in. I am on autopilot and make up a room number. 

Pat hadn't even touched his food when he tosses us out the 
door, snatching our plates filled up with all manner of breakfast 
pastries, threatening to call the police, and screaming 
“ARE YOU CRAZY?” 

I bounce the question around in my head for a while. 



^ we are only four hours into homelessness. We 

creep in our friend's unlocked apartment and clean their kitchen while 
they are at work, recycling cases of beer bottles and peeling rank 
mystery mold off of skillets while listening to Kraftwerk. 

It is this lemming-like survival instinct that epitomizes my traveling 
Need place to sleep, do nice thing for people without asking, and 
expect simple exchange of services. When they come home from 
work, we stand around looking proud, like cats who dragged home a 
dead possum. We nudge towards the kitchen, saying "look at this' 
look at this present we brought you!", but the owners don't want to see 
a dead possum in their house and just scowl at us hnd cover their 
noses. It is like this when they walk into the kitchen and look around 
indifferently, unresponsive to the immaculate cleanliness we have 
brought unto their squalid hole. 

"What are you guys doing?" Kristin asks, callously. 

Plan A obviously failed, we move on to Plan B, the straightforward 

approach. Can we stay on your couch tonight? A question that 

shouldn t really be asked, because people usually offer and it works 

°i ' b . et 1 ter ' hat way ' They nod yes disdainfully, scowling and looking 
a lot like the man who kicked us out of the Econolodge. § 


Mxfe OaA. 1 are tired. Finding people's couches to sleep on' every 
night is a chore. Traveling is no longer ordained ''cool", and 
sympathetic households feel fewer and far between these days. People 
seem to be all about working a lot and building community, and don't 
want to see two smelly boys reading Dostoyevsky in their underwear 
on their couch when they get home. We talk about wanting to get 
jobs and rent a house, pay for the privilege to be miserable. Pay so we 
won't have to be cheery when people get home from work, pay so we 
won’t have to clean kitchens and get looks from friends that make us 
feel like we're mooches. It is really ironic that it has come down to 
this, daydreaming of having the same things we spent years 
deprogramming ourselves out of wanting. It's like that, though. Most 
people I know have graduated from parasite status and have jobs, and 
those I know who still carry the banner seem world-weary, soggy from 
no-home no-job, but mostly no-support, all those dirty looks and nasty 
talk. Chasing your dreams and finding nothing there. A line from an 
Astrid Oto song has been stuck in my head for weeks now. It seems to 
get worse every year, like the moment when you find out there is 
no Santa Claus, played over and over for the rest of your life. The 
magic is gone, living only in memories. The glazed nostalgizing of the 
times that weren't really that good while they were happening. 

The weather is getting quantifiably worse, less and less precious fall 
days squeezed in between greenhouse effect summers and glacial 
winters. I guess I’ll keep riding the circuit every once in a while, just 
to stretch my muscles and remember. I'll keep my head up and see • 
how long I can last, walking the tightrope. 




I can’t sleep are always the same, as if I have some 
kind of vampiric impulse triggered by very specific atmospheric 
conditions. The cloud cover is always hanging low in the sky, 
making what would otherwise be a chilly night unseasonably 
pleasant and breezy. The sky is always brightly lit and heavy with 
gray, portentous clouds, illuminated by the light pollution. 

Last winter 1 didn't sleep that much. Every night felt foreboding and 
weighted, the perfect context for getting stuck inside your head. You 
could actually walk around Greensboro all night and never see another 
person. The glorious fall days were gone, and my housemates and I 
had settled into the grueling winter grind. A new baseball stadium had 
opened two blocks away, the dirge drumbeat of progress booming ever 
closer to our drafty house, the one without working fire detectors 
where we harbored local homeless icons and ex-junkies. And I lived in 
the second story bedroom, my bare curtain-less windows eternally 
aglow in the face of the stadium's glaring white lights. I'd put 
my face to the frosty window and blast my favorite song on the 
Intima's first album, chaotic spurts of guitar noise and violin for four 
minutes leveling off just long enough for the singers to croon, 
paradise lost, reborn in ruin 

I could look out my window and affirm the lyrics, grasping the 
realness of the Orwellian visions in all the punk songs, and 
palpably visualize the new condominiums inching forward. My 
friends in Silver Spring, Maryland look out the front windows of their 
house and see a giant parking lot being built for the Greatest Hits 
album of top shelf corporations that is the town’s downtown renewal. 
The Astroturf and asphalt marches on, slowly devouring the real and 
replacing it with synthetic. It’s good to have to wake up and look it in 
the eye every morning. 





( ^ fU2 ' ^ ^ 'MWU# overcast, winter nights and I found myself 
doing the same thing I always do, pacing my room anxiously and 
warming my butt by the space heater trying to decide what to do next 
About two AM, howling winds started shaking the shoes we had slung 
up over the power lines outside of the house, foreshadowing the night 
much like the prognostic scene of similar circumstance in the movie ’ 
H pme Alone A freak hail storm arrives out of nowhere, sending a 
deluge of golf-ball sized pieces of ice to hammer at my windows 
Everyone else in the house is sound asleep. Faced with the likely 
cancellation of everything I had to do the next day and the mixed 
blessing of being stranded in my freezing, social powder-keg of a 
house, I did what anyone would do: jump in the car and charge down 
treacherously slick roads underneath a barrage of projectiles to my 
favorite all-night grease trap, Jan's House. By the time I was past the 
plantation-style mansions on Market Street, and heading around the 
curve through the thick woods, I couldn't see anything and started 
panicking. I started picturing my own demise, trapped at the bottom of 
a ditch in the overturned car until the late the next morning when I 
cou d be dug out from my icy tomb. My windshield wipers stopped 
working and I drove blindly forward into the gritty, frozen oblivion 1 
momentarily wished there were billboards to light my way, but then 
remembered my ideological opposition to such devices of capitalist 
oppression, and admonished such thoughts from my head. 




rr I ? t0 Jan ' S HoUSe With0ut cras hing into a light 
po e, but you knew that already because you're readtng my fanzine 

a °^ y , P ° S , thumous retrospective. I pulled into the empty parking lot 
Z w 8 Z7 W3y !" thC d ° 0r ’ ^ not bust my head open on 
ZZ ' t . S e , enIy u qu,et ,ns,de and a predictable weather report is 
muting from the depths of the kitchen behind the din of the ic e P 
pounding the windows. The only person working the graveyard shift is 
y S u * avonte of Jan’s House cast of quirky employees, Bill 
although that speaks nothing of the quality of his character. I am j ust 
more emotionally invested m the old purple-haired lady with the J 
homed-nmmed glasses who is compiling a book of all the nankin 
rowings she has accumulated while working there. Bill is a frail 
mustached man in his thirties who is obviously a speed freak He ’ 

mfilZandis 0 T **!? bUg ' 6yed squawkin g "need a refill? need a 
atoude ^ dependable for s P eed y service and an upbeat 

Bill doesn't bother me much besides jittering his way over to 

w e t, y Uth k em d,nerS often feel m «re like home than 
where I actually sleep, being the only places where I can go hide out 

enty four hours a day. Kind of like the YMCA but with more 
rednecks and less gay cruising in the bathrooms. It must have been all 
hose dawns clocked in at Waffle House before trudging 
rough endless days of high school that gave me such loyalty to these 
oily hole-in-the-walls. Stomping into first period late, wide eyed and 

iZpncelesZ ° fgreasy hash browns and cigarettes. 
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The first time I slept for more than eight hours in months was in 
a strangers bed on the outskirts of Portland Maine. I dreamt that my 
dad, who's cancer metastasized the day I came home from tour and 
whom I took care of until he died this summer, and I met outside of a 
CITGO station in Cary, North Carolina. He was crying, as he always 
is in my dreams. He had something very important he wanted fo tell 
me. I have been dreaming about him in similar scenarios since he 
passed away, always something to say but never getting to finish, the 
dreams getting exponentially more lucid until the apex of clarity on 
this particular night. I had been sleeping for ten hours and was ready 
to fall into it and know everything, when I was woken up by the oldies 
station coming through the paper thin walls of the neighbor’s 
apartment. I opened my eyes and lay under the covers trying to go 
back to sleep but failing, so repeating the dream over and over to make 
sure I wouldn't lose it in those first foggy minutes of 
consciousness where most dreams end up. I listened to the radio, rapt 
in the concurrence, trying to put the puzzle pieces together. It was that 
song, the one that Lorruh used to discordantly squeal on my answering 
machine. 

"baby baby.. whenever you're neeear to me... I hear a symphoneee! a 
tender meeeelody, it's bringing me closer closer closer closer...”. 

Some moments you're so close to complete understanding, to tasting 
the sweet nectar of enlightenment, usually late at night or on drugs. 

But then it vanishes into the horizon, kept at a steady length away. 

The carrot and the stick. 



Patrick calls it the Curse of Kubla Kahn, a concept he co-opted from 
eighteenth century poet, Samuel Coleridge. The axiom of his poem is 
that most brilliant ideas birthed in the haze of drug use, in manic 
fits, or in profound dreams, will always be forgotten the quickest. I 
think of when Orion opened himself up, spewing himself upon us 
for eight hours while he was on ecstasy but couldn’t recall much of it 
the next day besides a dry throat and a headache. I walk dogs around 
back alleys and sing songs to myself and forget them by the time I find 
a piece of paper. Where does all the forgotten genius end up? 

Where is the dumpster for lost ideas? 



doesn’t let up for hours. I’m still the only one in the 
diner at 7:30 and it's not getting any lighter outside. I start every 
winter twilight foolishly thinking I can make it through until dawn, 
forgetting that it doesn't get light outside at five thirty anymore. So it's 
still dark and the ice is glaring at me off of the black asphalt and I 
start wondering how long I will be stuck here. In North Carolina, this 
ind of storm is a huge deal, shutting down businesses, churches 
and schools in what I intellectualize to be an exercise in the collective 
desire of the people of North Carolina to interrupt the monotony of 
daily life, and instead, wile away their days sitting at home drinking 
hot toddies. It amazes me that North Carolina is still unequipped to 
clear two inches of snow and I imagine the graying good old boys up 
at the state legislature in Raleigh ribbing each other and jowling, 
Awwww shucks! Looks like we're going to have to DEEE-CLARE 
another snow day, boys!” 

Of course it isn't really like this, and the repair people at Duke Power 
are not drinking hot toddies, they’re out in the freezing cold fixing 
downed power lines. But it’s nice to think that the furrowed brows of 
the local news anchors, and the anxious conversations in Harris Teeter 
about the impending storm might just be grandstanding, and 
everyone’s really excited to get the day off work. By 9 AM daybreak 
finally pokes its ugly head through the clouds, and I decide it’s as good 
a time as any to go home. Just the beginning of another day, albeit 
frozen and sleep-deprived. I’ll sit around for a while and think 
of some abstractions that I’ll never remember, of some words that I’ll 
never write down. 



Write to: 

aaron 

1 104 imperial rd. 
Cary, nc 2751 1 




